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Summary: The sequel to The Lost Age, it is about three 
young girls and a boy, seeking to recover what was lost. The 
world has now been covered by water and is scattered with 
many islands. PG13'ed for later scenes of violence and 
death. 


*Chapter 1*: Chapter 1 


Groggily, she opened her eyes to shouts and screams of 'The 
land! It's sinking!’ and 'Help us, please! ' Staring out her 
window, she saw most of Vale manically running around, 
screaming. The children clutched in the woman's arms were 
crying. On the ground, there seemed to be a small puddle in 
every indentation. As she watched, the puddles grew and 
small waves of water washed over the grass. A single tear 
slid down her face. Slowly she walked to the kitchen, and as 
she did this she began to glow softly. As she entered the 
kitchen, the glow strengthened, eventually becoming almost 
blinding. By now the water had begun to seep through the 
floor of the house, and her feet splashed softly. It seemed 
that she was going to walk into the wall, but she just slid 
through it, the brick rippling slightly with colors of the 
spectrum. She emerged into a tiny room, doorless, in the 
middle a single necklace lay on the floor. It was made from 
thin rope, a shining golden pendant attached to it, looking 
displaced in this rough homely setting. She picked it up, and 
trudged back through the wall. 

Using the door to her house this time, she walked outside, 
her head bowed with the necklace clutched in her fist. 
Raising it to the sky, she moved her lips soundlessly, her 
glow intensifying. The pendant took on the glow too, and 
she became like a small sun. The water was now knee-level, 
but around the glowing body, a huge whirlpool formed. The 
star rose into the air, and began to concentrate and forma 
Shape. It ended as a huge crescent moon, which began to 
spin slowly, then quicker. It shot into the sky, and soon 
disappeared. By now, the frantic townspeople had stopped 
screaming and were now transfixed at the spot where the 
silver slice had vanished. They stayed this way, and the 
water rose. As it reached their chests, each bowed their 


head, now understanding why this was, and accepted their 
fate. 


*Chapter 2*: Chapter 2 


Clang! The sharp sound of steel on steel rang out across the 
courtyard. A young girl in bright maroon silk was struggling 
with a taller boy in black robes. Both were holding long 
swords, the boy's a rapier, the girl's a huge blade. His eyes 
narrowed in concentration, hers in fright, they looked 
similar, like siblings. Throwing his weight into the fight, the 
boy's sword sliced down, slicing through the gold braid on 
the edge of the girl's miniskirt. "Hey! Be more careful 
Meyrn!" The girl berated him. "Well you shouldn't have worn 
your good clothes Terra! You knew today was practice day!" 
Meyrn countered, his voice slightly muffled by the thick 
metal collar that emerged from his robes and covered his 
mouth. Snorting slightly, Terra stalked away, adjusting her 
light brown locks bound in a red ribbon. As she entered the 
mansion, Terra's foul mood dissolved, and she trotted up a 
few hallways and staircases to her bedroom. She changed 
her slashed skirt, leaving it on the bed for the servants to 
repair, and went back down to the kitchen for lunch. As she 
reached the kitchen, the motherly old servant busied with 
the day's lunch spotted her, and crowed "Ah! The young 
missus! What will you we likin' for lunch today?" Glaring at 
the woman, Terra answered, "Make me a sandwich. Roast 
pork. With cheese and sauce. Now!" Sighing under her 
breath, the old servant whistled, and a younger girl rushed 
up to her. Muttering too softly for Terra to hear, the old 
woman told the younger "Cater to our missus's every whim 
please. She wishes for a roast pork sandwich, with extras." 


